Panting, Lexine tied off another bloated, overfilled condom and added it to the pile growing beside her.

"Hnn...another one done," she thought to herself, smiling awkwardly and petting the mound lovingly as it wobbled. There'd be no spontaneous bursting this time - she'd purchased the best "hyper futa" grade ones this time, from the local ScummCo franchise outlet. The guarantee of being able to withstand the force of a low-level hurricane was all the convincing she needed. Using her dick-sucking money (donations, rather), she'd been able to afford a generous armload of them, but she did get some fairly odd looks as she carried them home. It was much easier to jerk off into them than hose down her entire room every time she blew a load, a process that had begun to wear on her heavily. She'd already gotten through two entire boxes when she heard the doorbell downstairs ring.

"Fuck...busy..." she mumbled to herself as she threw on her baggiest pants, and hastily yanked a loose tanktop over her sizable breasts. She'd grown at least a few more cupsizes over the summer, and she was now a hard-to-manage 44DDD. Without the aid of a brassiere, her tits flopped up and down as she bounded to the bottom of the stairs, holding her pants up once she realized she'd forgotten to add a belt to them. Opening the door, she got an unexpected sight.

"Hey man, how's it hanging?" said the woman, who looked to be Lexine's age, but was at least a head taller. Her voice was not unlike Lex's, slightly deep but still feminine, smoky like a speakeasy singer. She had punky, shoulder-length black hair streaked with purple, and thick eye makeup done to resemble the pharaoh style, with a hint of pink above them, on top of mauve lipstick coating a pair of plump, juicy lips. Lexine also noticed she had rather enormous breasts, easily two, maybe even three times the size of her own, barely covered by a cutoff dark purple tanktop with a stylized skull in the center of it. She also had a pretty awesomely-sculpted body, with a sleek hourglass shape, and a huge ass that crept up out of her low-riding black cargo pants. A dark purple thong held on for dear life as it snaked into her ass cleavage. Her thick but curvy legs descended into a pair of knee-length black PVC boots with chunky heels, and nearly everywhere else there were fishnets. The woman put her forearm on the doorway, and leaned to one side, and Lexine smelled that familiar smell again, and noticed it was coming from the sizeable bulge in the woman's groin.

"Don't you remember your own cousin?"

Lexine raised an eyebrow. She only had one cousin, a boy named Dylan, who was unlucky enough to be stuck as the only son of her mother's sister, a religious fundamentalist that wouldn't even let him have a girlfriend. Lex had heard rumours he was bisexual, and when he tried to kill himself roughly a month before, she knew it had to be at least partially true. She'd gone to the hospital to give him a blood transfusion because of a donation shortage, and he had a fairly uncommon blood type. Dylan was like a brother to her, and her best friend when she had been depressed, so she had decided to give. Luckily she was a match. This had been some months after becoming a futa, but she hadn't thought anything of it at the time.

"Uhh, yeah...he's a guy," Lexine said bluntly, closing the door slightly. "Who are you?" The woman laughed.

"Dude, it's me, Dylan. Funny story. Remember how ya gave blood?"

Lexine thought about this for a moment, and when her eyes began to widen, Dylan knew she realized what had happened. The drugs had still been in her body when she'd donated blood. They probably always would be for all she knew. When they gave Dylan her blood...

"Oh fuck...I...I'm sorry..." Lexine said, shrinking backwards, unsure of what to do or how to feel about discovering she had, quite accidentally, turned her cousin into a shemale. Albeit a pretty sexy one.

"Nah, s'okay dude, I oughta thank you! Best thing that's ever happened to me. Can I come in? It's fuckin' hot as tits out here."

Dylan crossed her arms over her titanic bust, which made Lex look like a pre-teen girl by comparison. Lexine waved an arm weakly inside, and Dylan strode in, looking about as she swung a huge duffle bag over one shoulder, and jammed her hand in the pocket of her barely-there black cutoff shorts. As Dylan walked past, looking around as she kicked off her boots into a corner, Lex noticed the necklace she had on - a goofy cartoon bear that looked to be holding someone else who wasn't there. It had been at one time, since it was the other half of a friendship necklace Lex had given her one summer when they were in grade school.

"You're still wearing it," she said with amazement, pointing to her own collarbone corresponding to where Dylan wore hers. Lex hadn't worn the damn thing for years, she wasn't even sure she still had it. Dylan snickered, picking it up in her thumb and forefinger and rubbing it.

"Yeah, dumb-lookin' little fucker, but it reminds me of you. 'sides, all I got now that I spunked all over your picture -"

Dylan stopped herself once she realized she'd said the last part out loud, then grinned again.

"Fuck, sorry man. Sometimes that stuff just slips out, yannow?"

Lexine cleared her throat. She was already picturing Dylan, with his fantastic shemale body, masturbating passionately over her picture, and pressed her thighs together tight to stifle a boner. Her inner voice chastised her for having such a thought about her own cousin, but she still found the idea incredibly erotic in its tabooness. They took a seat in the middle of the couch in the living room, worn at each end from the respective places her parents sat when they zoned out on TV at the end of the day. They wouldn't be home for hours. Dylan sat almost in Lexine's lap, she was that close.

"So, how ya been, buddy?" Dylan said gleefully, idly rubbing her crotch, one foot on the couch so her knee was up in the air. Lexine paled.

"Uhh, fine...I guess..." she said weakly, curling up, wishing she could disappear into the couch cushions. "So, uhh, what happened to you?" Dylan cleared her throat, then turned to Lexine and gestured enthusiastically with her hands as she relayed the story.

"Okay, get this. You came and gave blood when I was in hospital, right? So I figured, yannow, maybe it was some shit the hospital peeps did, fucked up some medication they gave me or somethin', nobody could really tell. In the end, they told me they'd found some weird shit in your blood when they did some tests and stuff on it later. The change started happenin' like, a week after you gave it, but it was so weird. The cancer totally was history, and they ended up not havin' to give me chemo again. You fuckin' saved my life, dude."

Lexine wasn't sure how to feel about this. Sure, she'd saved the life of her cousin, but she wasn't sure what to make of what he - or rather she - had become. Dylan had always been a goth like her, of course, but he was fairly introverted, no thanks to his overtly Christian parents. He only really had opened up around Lexine, and he had been like the brother she always wanted, talking to her about video games, music, sharing interests, and secrets. They'd fallen out of touch because of his parents trying to keep them from seeing each other, but due to his rare blood type, they had of course sought her out because she just happened to share the same type. Dylan cleared her throat.

"I never told you this because I wasn't like, sure about it or whatever, but I've wanted to come out for a long time. Bisexual and all that shit. I always wanted to be a girl, but my folks, man, they told me that was the Devil talkin'. Used to lock me in the basement when they caught me wearin' my mom's clothes. But hey, that shit's all behind me now!"

She threw her arms around Lexine, and kissed her. Not on the cheek though; right on the lips. Lexine blushed bright red.

"So yeah, this is gonna be some heavy shit to ask, but uhh...you mind if I come and stay with you?" Dylan asked, not seeming to acknowledge Lexine's red face. "My folks kicked me out, 'cause, uhh...you know. This."

She reached down, and put a hand under one of her massive breasts, and squeezed it, making it look as though her far-too-small tanktop would explode. Lexine noted morbidly that Dylan's breasts stretched the skull logo in such a way that it looked to be pleading for mercy from the intense strain of them. 

"They told me I was possessed by Satan, won't even talk to me or nothin'. I snuck in and got some stuff, but that was it. I tried to like, go to a friend's place but they kinda weren't cool with the 'oh hey, I'm suddenly a tranny' thing. Can't blame 'em, really."

Lexine wasn't sure what to make of it either. She realized the effect she was beginning to have on other people. Despite her best efforts, she was beginning to corrupt others, but to her horror, she found it more arousing than anything. Dylan sniffed the air tentatively as Lex thought about the situation, and she looked at her quizzically.

"Hey...something's different about you. I was gonna ask before what about you did this to me, but I was havin' a hard time findin' a place to stay and shit, so I didn't get time. I guess now's a good time."

Lexine went from red to pale white.

"Well, uhh...I'm not really sure how to say this but...I'm a tranny too."

Dylan raised an eyebrow, but then nodded and pointed at her groin.

"Ahh. So that smell is what I thought it was. You got a dick."

Lexine did indeed have a dick. She'd taken her hand off it, the one keeping her from getting a boner, and as she looked down she went back to red as she took stock of the enormous tent in her pants.

"Fuck..." she swore under her breath, clamping her hand down on it again, but Dylan slid closer, and pulled Lex's hand away, replacing it with her own.

"Holy fuckin' shit Lex, you are fuckin' HUNG. How did it happen?"

She pulled at Dylan's hand, but Dylan was considerably stronger than Lex; despite never having been into working out or sports, she had known for years he had always been quite strong.

"Drugs...I got them in the mail by accident...from my fanclub, I mean for my fanclub..."

Dylan chuckled, rubbing her hand along the inside of Lexine's thigh, feeling along her throbbing girlcock.

"Oh, the Synthia one? That shit's pretty dope. I saw your blog about it, and I was gonna join 'til my parents found out and took my computer. I dunno, knowin' her, maybe she sent that shit out on purpose, man. I heard she does that sometimes just to fuck with people. I'm sure it didn't just change your eye colour, neither."

Lexine shivered, putting her hand over Dylan's.

"It's embarrassing, DD," said Lex, using the old nickname for Dylan, which stood for his full name, Dylan Dershowicz. "I can't fucking control myself...I just jerk off for hours, I suck dick at school, I let all the boys fuck me in the ass in the washroom...I -" She decided to leave out the part about getting her teacher pregnant. Ursula Higginbottom was seven months along, and her belly and tits were massive. She still was teaching through her pregnancy, and Lex was still fucking her at school, albeit in the ass to avoid skewering the baby. Her baby. She'd be a father soon enough...a eighteen-year-old dickgirl father. She didn't look forward to it, and left it out of the conversation with her shemale cousin. Dylan kissed her on the lips again. "- I don't know who I am anymore."

"Don't worry, man. It's cool," Dylan said, seeming to brush off the laundry list of Lexine's various acts of depravity. "I'm totally grateful for what you did, you're a fuckin' lifesaver. My parents never came to see me in the hospital, my mom kept tellin' me the cancer was God punishing me for havin' fag thoughts and wanting to be a girl. Why d'ya think I told you to call me DD when we were little? I always wanted to be a girl since we were little, but I was afraid to tell ya. Wasn't sure how you'd react."

Lexine looked up at her, putting out a hand to touch Dylan's giant breasts, but she froze. Dylan got the hint, and took her hand and pressed it to her chest.

"Go ahead...touch 'em. I got so horny when I saw how fuckin' huge they got. My dick got bigger, too, and my ass and hips filled out real nice. Don't worry, I fuckin' jerk it for hours, too. I just can't stop myself sometimes."

Her hand was enveloped in soft, warm breast flesh, and Lexine felt her toes curl up as she whimpered softly under her breath. Dylan's breasts felt wonderful, like two plump cashmere balloons. She worked one of her hands into her cousin's shirt, fingers sliding along the hem of her top before she pulled her hand out abruptly.

"No...I can't...I mean, I shouldn't. We're related," Lex said, curling up into a ball and recoiling from Dylan somewhat. Dylan raised an eyebrow. 

"So? I can tell you got the hots for me. I got the hots for you, too. Always have. Besides, you just told me you enjoy suckin' the cocks of all the boys at your school and then gettin' porked in the ass by 'em, and you're gonna let yourself get put off by a lil' incest?"

Lex shrugged. She didn't think it was a good idea to let herself slide any further into the pit marked "Sexual Oblivion". Regardless, she wasn't sure how much longer her see-saw libido would leave her alone.

"I dunno...I gotta stop myself somewhere, DD. It's too much, but it feels so good...like getting high, but better. Every time I get fucked, every time I cum, I mean, fuck even just smelling my own armpits screws me up for an hour." She began to sob. "I'm going crazy...I mean, look what I did to you..."

Dylan rubbed up against Lexine, and pressed the girl's face into her immense bust.

"C'mon, dude. I told ya, no hard feelins about me, 'kay? Maybe ya just need a proper outlet, ya know? Someone to turn to when ya need a release."

Lexine looked up from Dylan's chest, her expression softening as she offered a smirk.

"I guess. One thing though...your subtle pick-up lines still suck."

Snickering, Dylan leaned in towards her cousin, and they locked lips tightly, tongues jousting with each other in a passionate duel.

"Mmm, I guess," she said, breaking the kiss for the moment, her hands sliding up Lexine's flanks, and up inside her shirt to feel those breasts. She noted Lex wasn't wearing a bra. "Ya don't seem to care all that much, though." Lexine shook her head as she went back to resume kissing Dylan.

"Not even a bit."

***

They'd gone upstairs to Lexine's room, not sure how Lex's parents would react to finding her making out with a woman in their living room, nor how the situation would be compounded by learning that the woman was not actually a woman, and was in fact, their former-nephew-turned-niece. Still, a trail of clothing led from the den all the way upstairs; her panties, Dylan's panties, socks, pants, Lex's shirt, Dylan's jacket, until they lay curled up together on Lexine's bed, almost totally naked. Dylan still had her shirt and bra on, and was busily exploring Lex's breasts, tugging on her nipple piercings with her teeth, causing poor Lex to arch her back and whimper with pleasure.

"Fuck...not so hard, DD, I told you how sensitive I am..."

"Yeah, and you really shouldn't 'ave. I like to push limits, you know that."

In response, Lexine grabbed one of Dylan's enormous, hanging breasts and playfully bit down on one of her nipples.

"OW! Fucker!" Dylan shouted, recoiling somewhat. "That's it, time for titty torture!"

She leaned in closer, mashing her breasts into Lexine's face and pinning her down. Lex's muffled obscenities filtered through the considerable cleavage only somewhat.

"Hah~! Take that, bitch. Now, you gonna apologize to my boobs, or do I gotta keep goin'?"

Lexine struggled about, trying to push Dylan off, her fingers sinking into her cousin's soft, supple shemale breasts.

"What's that? Can't hear ya, man. Ya gotta speak up, my Bitch-lish is a bit rusty."

Lex yelled into Dylan's breasts again, her stiffening cock coming up behind Dylan's ass and slapping between her cheeks.

"Oh fuck...looks like your dick did it for ya. Ya lucked out!"

Dylan released her chest's sleeper hold on Lexine's face, and revealed the panting, blushing teenager underneath. She was biting her bottom lip between long, deep attempts to catch her breath, looking off to one side with embarrassment.

"Lucky me," she said under her breath.

Crawling back towards the foot of the bed, Dylan grinned as she looked over Lexine's length, the owner shivering slightly as her cousin put one hand on the shaft. It was much too thick to get her fingers around it, but she did her best to try.

"Fuckin' shit, Lex, you're even bigger hard. How the hell do you hide this thing?"

Lexine looked down at Dylan at the end of the bed, blushing again before shutting her eyes and sighing.

"I always gotta wear baggy pants...or a skirt, and I tuck it into my stockings. They gotta be solid colours, though. Usually black, 'cause it hides it the best."

Nodding, Dylan moved in a little closer, and began to peel Lexine's copious foreskin back.

"Wh-what are you doing?!" she protested, trying to sit up abruptly. One hand from Dylan, right between Lexine's breasts, held her down.

"What does it look like I'm fuckin' doin'?" Dylan mused, taking a deep breath of Lexine's musk exposed by the peeled-back foreskin, and then putting her lips to the head. "I'm gonna suck your cock."

Lexine whimpered, her toes curling as she gripped two handfuls of bedsheet.

"No...don't...please," she whined, trying to push Dylan away, but her shemale cousin easily overpowered her.

"Shut it. You know you want this as much as I do, ya skank. Ya can't handle it, you need to release, and I'm gonna do it for ya. Problem~?"

Lexine said nothing in reply, but continued to let out cute, pathetic whimpers from her pursed lips. Dylan continued. Her soft, oversized mauve lips parted and engulfed Lexine's almost fist-sized cockhead like a snake devouring its prey, but Dylan didn't need to unhinge her jaw for this. It was obvious she had been a pro at sucking dick when she had still been a he. Lex sputtered and tangled her fingers into Dylan's hair as her tranny cousin bobbed her head up and down on the first seven inches of Lex's cock. It was about all she could get into her throat; Lexine was just too big, too thick.

"Fuck, man, I can't get any further," said an exasperated Dylan as she pulled Lexine's cock out of her mouth, her bottom lip connected to Lex's cockhead by a single strand of saliva. "This fuckin' horse wang of yours is intense!"

Lexine tensed up, letting out a wail and covering her ears.

"Uhh, what the fuck?" Dylan asked, shrugging. "I say somethin' wrong?"

Sitting up slightly, Lex looked at Dylan, holding her cock and stroking it absentmindedly, and frowned.

"D-don't...don't call it a...horse wang," she whimpered, biting her lip as she winced at herself even using such a descriptor. Dylan smiled evilly at Lexine once she realized the situation.

"Ohhhh fuck. Are you kiddin' me? You get off on gettin' humiliated, too?" she snickered, giving Lexine's cockhead an aggressive lick. "Or does it make you hot when someone talks 'bout your prick like that, mmm? An' you just don't wanna admit it?"

Lexine shut her eyes and covered her ears, but it was too late. The seed had been planted.

"Mmm, so you don't like bein' called...she-stud?" Dylan teased, lapping at the tip of Lexine's dick like some kind of perverse ice-cream cone. "Ya don't like it when someone tells you how much they love your big, swollen, veined fuckstick? Or how much they wanna get covered in baby batter from your huge...fuckin...horsecock?" 

She left a deliberate pause between the latter few words, pronouncing each louder than the last. Lexine shivered and whined, and Dylan could tell by how rock-hard her nipples and dong were that it indeed aroused her.

"Mmm, so big...betcha only could really get off if ya fucked a horse, huh?" Dylan continued, swirling the tip of her tongue around Lexine's pisshole, briefly dipping into it, causing its owner to arch her back stiffly and pant like oxygen was going out of style. Lex had indeed looked at bestiality porn, ironically horses in particular - after what she'd gone through, what was a few more taboos? Of course after she'd looked, she had been so ashamed of herself that she had formatted her computer to get rid of it. But the curiosity was there, and she indeed wondered if she was too big for anyone of her own species. Even Ursula had barely been able to take her full length, and even then only momentarily.

"Nooooo..." Lexine wailed, her cock spurting precum up Dylan's nose as her cousin continued to tease her relentlessly. Gagging briefly, Dylan wiped her nose on Lexine's sheets and resumed her attack.

"C'mon, ya know ya do. I can see it on your face. I wanna see how much your horse dick cums. You probably shoot a load like a horse, too!" Lexine gritted her teeth and moaned through them. After watching those bestiality videos, she knew damn well she came more than ANY horse could.

Dylan stroked Lex's cock faster, with both hands, but quickly realized that wouldn't be enough. Grinning evilly again, she pulled her shirt up and over her head, and quickly undid her bra, discarded into the same pile.

"Man...I'm still not used to wearin' one of those...I dunno how girls do it. That shit is uncomfortable as fuck."

Positioning herself in front of Lexine, between her cousin's quaking thighs, Dylan wrapped her sumptuous, sweaty tits around Lex's shaft near the base. Lexine's eyes rolled about aimlessly in her head in response.

"F-ff-fff-...no...no...please...it's too much..." Lexine panted, teeth gnashing at her defenseless pillow as she looked for an outlet for her pent-up sexual frustration. "They're so fucking soooooft..."

Dylan said nothing, but continued to grin like a used-car salesman as she began to work her breasts up and down Lexine's shaft. Lex gurgled and threw her head back, nearly knocking herself out when she clipped the headboard. A bubble of precum formed at the tip of her cock, and Dylan knew this time to open her mouth and catch the geyser of pre that issued from it. Lex was too sensitive for her own good. She was unsure of how she hadn't suffered brain damage from the intense stimulation wrought on her brain cells every time she orgasmed, or was exposed to sensation, especially the way it caused her to black out sometimes when her brain simply overloaded. Hell, maybe it did. She didn't care, she was getting an amazing blowjob and titjob from a smoking hot shemale - even if it was her own cousin - and she was as happy as she ever could be. 

Dylan, of course, had resumed sucking the first seven inches of Lexine's dick, stroking the remainder up and down with her tits in a carefully orchestrated rhythm. She smirked as she looked up at Lex, and saw the pained grimace on her younger cousin's face replaced with a joyful, fucked-silly expression, 'ahegao' as she knew it in Japanese porn. When she dipped her tongue back under the edge of Lexine's cockhead, it was like pulling the pin out of a grenade, and Lex exploded. Her entire body tensed up as though she'd be shot through the heart, and Dylan was unprepared for the torrent that shot forth. The two feet of girlcock in her hands shuddered like a horse a split second from charging out of the starting gate at the track. It was so intense, in fact, it blew Lex's cock out of her mouth, a spray of jizz splatting up one side of her face as the load she'd swallowed rocketed out of her nose. Dylan flew backwards off the bed, landing in a pile of Lexine's discarded, sperm-stained clothes, mostly panties she'd jerked off into. Lexine herself howled like a banshee as her firehose-of-a-dong sprayed about in all directions as it swung about after being released, slapping itself down between her tits once it had finished.

"Fuckin' SHIT!" Dylan said with amazement, wiping her face with the back of her hand, coughing and gagging as she held that same hand up to her face, and watched the elephantine glob of semen drip off her fingers. "You ARE a fuckin' horse!"

Lexine lay in the middle of the bed, coated in her own brew, shivering and convulsing as she continued to orgasm, or as she later came to refer to it, "riding the opaque pony".

Dylan clambered back up onto the bed, and hungrily threw herself on Lexine, lips all over her cousin's still-spasming cock. She wasn't done yet.

"Nnnooo...nnn...hhahh..." sputtered Lexine, who had never been in the position of more sexual activity so soon after cumming. Cumming once was bad enough; some remembered the first few times she had done it, she had been in and out of consciousness for a few days before recovering. She lost all concept of time, and the overwhelming amount of conflicting hormones in her still-developing body gave her sometimes unbearable headaches and cramps. But she couldn't stop herself. The feeling of orgasming, of being sucked, fucked, jerked off, cummed on...she couldn't deny herself such incredible pleasure. She was a sex addict now, in every sense of the term. The feeling of Dylan being on her cock again sent her into a sex-fuelled rage, and the sudden rush of adrenaline into her chem-tainted blood instantly rejuvenated her senses. Lexine jolted upright, grabbing Dylan roughly by the hair, and throwing her into position on the bed where she herself had been laying. A loud squishing noise was heard as Dylan landed in Lexine's semen, still soaking into the mattress, and she couldn't even get a word out as Lex hefted up Dylan's hips and rammed herself into her ass.

"GAHH!" Dylan yelped as her virgin ass was taken by the 'horse cock' she'd teased previously, and it wasn't until it was buried in her backdoor that she truly appreciated its size. "Lex, LEX! Down boy!"

Lexine didn't get the message; she wasn't there anymore. She was "Lexxi" again, snarling and grinning psychotically at her cousin as she began to pound away at Dylan's asshole, froth forming at the corners of her mouth as she humped like a rabid feral animal. Her balls slapped loudly against Dylan's plump asscheeks, and the shemale felt herself behind rammed closer and closer to the headboard, until she had her back up against it, and was nearly bent in half. She quickly realized it wasn't because Lex was just humping ferociously, when Lex pushed Dylan's head down.

"Suck," Lexxi said gruffly, meaning for Dylan to suck her own cock. She did. She wasn't exactly in a position to argue. Lexine had been unable to push back, but Dylan saw that "Lexxi", powered by lust and latent bodymod chems, was easily stronger than herself. Dylan wrapped her soft, purple lips around the head of her dick, something she of course was used to; she'd jerked off, titfucked, and blown herself plenty of times since becoming a shemale. Lexxi yanked Dylan's hips higher up, allowing her to drill even deeper into her ass. She moaned around her own cock in her lips as she felt Lexxi's monster prick hammering her lower intestine, and delivering a savage punishment to her prostate, as well. Lexxi had developed a prostate as a result of being turned into a herm, since it was essential to the production of semen, but hers was still growing as she got older. Dylan had been born with hers, having been born biologically male, so it reacted much differently than Lexine's. Dylan gulped down mouthfuls of her own precum, oozing out of her lips around where her cock entered them. Lexine was already fairly close to cumming, still riding the momentum from her previous orgasm, and Dylan convulsed with pleasure as she felt a massive load of Lexine's own pre blast into her guts.

"H--hahh...hah...I'm cummin'...I'm CUMMIN'!" Lexine roared, grabbing Dylan's hair, and forcing her head down hard as she sucked herself off. When Lex blew her load inside Dylan's ass, the sensation caused Dylan herself to blow as well, again sperm spurting out of her nose lewdly, landing in rivulets all over her breasts. She could feel her belly begin to swell, and she gagged, hands flying over her mouth as she realized Lexine's load was backed up in her ass on account of her cousin's giant dick, and so it was coming out the other end. She pushed Lex off, and stumbled out of the bedroom; luckily for her (and often for Lex) the bathroom was directly across from the door to Lexine's room. She promptly vomited into the bathtub, holding her bloated cumgut as sperm squirted out of her gaping ass, and splattered loudly onto the floor tiles.

"Goddamn...f-fuck..." Dylan coughed, her eyes filling with black spots as she flopped beside the tub, shivering and listening to her belly gurgling. 

Lexine, shaking her head firmly, rushed into the bathroom after her, her massive dick slapping between her legs as she looked at Dylan worriedly.

"Oh shit, DD...I'm so sorry..." she sobbed, clutching the sides of her own head and looking down at her burbling, shaking shemale cousin, spurting her own cum out of her ass all over the floor. Dylan looked up at her.

"Are you...fuckin' kidding?" Dylan said, struggling to her feet, grabbing onto the bathroom sink to steady herself.  "That was...*hic*...amazing! You're a fuckin' beast!"

Lexine blushed. She wasn't sure what to make of Dylan's reaction, but she was happy she hadn't done something to make her cousin hate her, even though she did hate herself for doing it. Dylan burped, rubbing her stomach. She still looked about six months pregnant.

"Holy shit, Lex...I'm preggers with your sperm!" Dylan joked, coughing up a wad into the sink. "Fuckin' touch this!" She said, gesturing wildly at her distended midsection. Lexine shook her head and paled.

"What the fuck am I gonna do when my folks get home?" she cried, pacing back and forth in the bathroom doorway, cock flopping about aimlessly, still dribbling sperm all over the tiles. "I don't think they're gonna understand when I tell 'em 'hey, I bloated my cousin up with sperm...and oh yeah, I've got a huge dick and he's a shemale now'!" Dylan burped.

"Don't *hic* worry about it man," she began, flipping up the toilet seat cover, and flopping herself down on it with juicy asscheeks spread to start draining Lex's sperm out of her guts. "That was fuckin' amazing...I swear, dude, I had a fuckin' outtabody experience or some shit."

Lexine covered her ears.

"God...shut up! Stop callin' me dude all the time! I'm not a dude!"

Dylan wasn't finished teasing her, even with a bloated cum belly.

"Yeah, you kinda are now, man. I mean, I already was, but now I guess I'm a chick. So if you were already a chick, logically now you're a dude, right?" she mused, with a catlike grin that was periodically broken so she could hurl up another projectile glob of Lexine's ballsnot into the bathtub beside her. Lexine protested, but quickly realized that she really didn't know WHAT she was anymore. Sure, she still had tits and a pussy, and sounded like a girl still (though her voice was kind of smoky now, like Dylan's), but there was the fact she had an enormous symbol of masculinity swinging between her thighs, and it didn't appear to be leaving anytime soon. She slumped down in the doorway, and held her head in her hands.

"I don't know...I just don't..."

She was prepared to spend some time languishing in solemnity while Dylan sat on the toilet shitting out her sperm, but two sounds, in quick succession from outside the house, made her jolt upright. She recognized them as the driver's side doors to her dad's truck and her mom's leaky jalopy. Lexine stared around her surroundings quickly in horror.

"Oh fuck! Mom and dad are home!" she said in a shrill whisper, looking frantically at her inflated cousin, who shrugged and offered a dumb grin in response. Thinking quickly, Lex rushed over to Dylan.

"Sit on the edge of the fuckin' tub!" she ordered, grabbing her taller relative by the shoulder and pushing them. Dylan grimaced.

"What the fuck for?" she asked, unamused at suddenly being manhandled. Lexine's reply to this was a swift kick directly into Dylan's bloated gut, the owner of which looked as though her eyes would explode out of her head, much in the same way as a torrent of sperm exploded out of her ass and all over the bathtub and walls. The glass enclosure around the tub caught most of it, though Lex did catch an errant wad directly in the face. With Dylan gagging and gasping for breath, Lexine turned on the shower, and slammed the glass door shut.

"I'll be back!" she said abruptly, nearly pitching headfirst into the wall when she slipped on some of her own cum in the doorway to try and pick up the trail of clothing leading upstairs. Dylan's reply was a muffled shriek as the cold water came on.

Lexine reached the bottom step to begin when the door opened, and she stood there, cock swinging about in plain sight as her parents appeared. Luckily, her father's face was hidden by a newspaper, busying himself reading the latest sports scores, while her mother's was obscured by a tall paper bag bursting with groceries; some subconscious part of Lexine's brain registered that nearly all of its contents appeared to be TV dinners. This gave her enough time to cover her crotch with some of the clothing she'd managed to pick up on her way down the staircase, and of course wipe off the prominent wad of semen on her cheek. Her voice cracked as she mumbled a half-hearted greeting, to which her parents both replied with audible grunts as they parted; father to the den to watch television, and her mother to the kitchen to pour herself an assortment of liquor from her stash over the kitchen sink. For a moment Lexine was actually relieved to have such a dysfunctional family unit, since it was one of the few things that allowed her to conceal her secret. Still, she wasn't sure how she'd explain Dylan. Her mental faculties were still good, horny as she was, and she formulated a sure-shot plan off the top of her head, and scrambled back upstairs with her arms loaded down with hers and Dylan's clothes to put it into action.

***

"I'm from where again?" Dylan asked, scratching her head. Lexine handed her a sheet of paper as it slid out of the printer beside her computer. Most of Dylan's cumgut as gone by now, although it had taken her the better part of an hour to do so.

"You're an exchange student from Dusseldorf, Germany," said Lexine, pointing to the cheesy letterhead she'd whipped up using MS Paint. It was convincing enough. "The school's set you up to live with me while you attend there."

"So I'm German, huh?" asked Dylan, clearing her throat, and trying on her best impersonation of the accent. "Das is a good meatball, ja?" Lexine sighed at the intonation.

"That's Swedish, you dumbass. German, they like beer, weinerschnitzel, sauerkraut, that kinda stuff."

With a snicker, Dylan flopped her dick on Lexine's shoulder as she sat in her worn computer chair punching keys. "You like my weinerschinitzel~"

Lexine pushed it away with a huff. "This is fucking serious, man!" she said in a harsh whisper. "I don't even wanna know what'll happen if my folks find out I turned you into a tranny!"

Dylan snorted and gave Lex a sly grin.

"So what's my name gonna be, chief?"

***

"Uhh, mom, dad? I got somethin' to tell ya."

Lexine's words barely elicited a response from her parental unit. Her dad looked briefly at her from over his copy of the newspaper. He was into the classifieds now.

"Mmm, what is it?"

Stepping forward a little, Lexine handed him the forged exchange student papers from school. Her father nodded, then handed the pages to her mother before going to back to his newspaper. Her mother seemed noncommittal as well.

"We don't have to pay for this, do we?" was all she said. Lexine shook her head.

"Well, uhh, it says here that it's all taken care of. She just needs to bunk with me for a while. It's a cultural exchange, right?"

Her father and mother grunted.

Lexine cleared her throat. "So uhh, you guys wanna meet her or...?"

They grunted again.

"Hey, uhh, Greta, come in and meet my parents."

Dylan heard her cue, and strode into the living room. She'd cleaned herself up first, of course, and was wearing a huge, ugly plaid woollen sweater Lex's grandmother had sent her for Christmas one year, mostly because it was so baggy it hid her enormous bust, and hunt down over her groin enough to hide her bulge. Dylan waved overly enthusiastically.

"Hel- err, guten tag!" she said, in her best German impersonation, coached by Lexine for all of fifteen minutes. "Zis is a very nice country you have here!" she said with a forced smile.

Lexine's father snorted. "'course it is, it's America."

Lex cleared her throat again, and waved a hand at Dylan.

"So yeah, this is Greta Bigbummen, she's from Dusseldorf in Germany. She'll be staying for the rest of the school year. You guys don't gotta worry about anything, I'll take care of it."

Lexine's parents didn't seem to care much, they were too busy trying to see the television, which Dylan was standing in front of. Seeing an exit, Lex grabbed Dylan by the arm and pulled her away.

"So yeah...gonna show her around town...uhh, later."

Heading back upstairs, Dylan pulled the sweater off in disgust, her oversized breasts jiggling all about since she hadn't bothered to put her bra back on.

"God DAMN, that shit is scratchy as fuck. I thought you wrapped me in fuckin' sandpaper."

"Yeah well, your tits are bigger than mine, DD. It's the only thing I had that'd fit you and not make you look like a hooker."

"Like you'd care about that," Dylan said seductively, stopping at the top of the stairs, and pushing Lexine up against the wall. She arched her back so her massive chest filled Lex's face, causing her to shiver and let out a soft whimper of arousal.

"D-don't..." Lex whined, turning her head to the side. "Not now..."

Dylan put her hand on Lexine's cheek, and turned her head back, tilting it upwards to look at her.

"Is there a better time~?"

She leaned in and they kissed again, Lexine throwing her arms around the back of Dylan's neck as they mashed their busts together.

"No...I guess not," Lex said softly, nuzzling her face into Dylan's breasts. Dylan hugged her around the back of her head and just held her there. "But I still feel dirty about it..."

"Alright well, let's go chat 'bout it some more in your room, 'kay~?"

Lex nodded and led the way.

***

They'd talked for about an hour, about their sexuality, emotions, and making arrangements for how they'd be living for the foreseeable future. Dylan would get a job since she was no longer in school, and support herself, hopefully saving up some money on the side so when Lex was done school, she could move out with her. Lex wasn't really sure about it, but she couldn't argue with those tits, that face, or that ass. Dylan knew full well she couldn't resist; her younger cousin's libido wouldn't let her. It was partly out of love, partly taking advantage of Lex's weakness, but in the end it would be beneficial to them both. Lex even managed to get over the fact Dylan was her cousin, since because she was trans now, it was like she was a completely different person. Nobody would recognize her, so it would be easy to pass Dylan off as her girlfriend. Lex still wasn't sure how it would square with Ursula, though, since Ursula was absolutely adamant that Lexine be her husband and lover.

"I don't want our baby being a bastard child," she had said firmly during one of their after-class fuck sessions. "I want you to marry me before they're born." Lexine paled.

"M-marry...?" she asked weakly, her thrusts abruptly ceasing. Ursula nodded.

"Well, of course. You're eighteen now, you're able to do it. You'll look so adorable in a tuxedo."

Lexine had had a brief image of her in a tux, standing beside Ursula at the altar, her illicit lover wearing a flowing white wedding dress with her big, round, pregnant belly showing prominently through the lace. The image lasted all of five seconds, replaced by a perverse fantasy of Lex ripping a hole in the ass of Ursula's dress and bending her over the altar to fuck her raw. God...couldn't she think of anything without it turning into sex?

"I...I don't know..." Lex said, recoiling from Ursula somewhat, her face still eggshell-white. "I mean, what will my parents say?"

Ursula had embraced her, kissing her deeply and passionately with plenty of tongue.

"You're an adult now, Lexxi. You have to do this for me, or else I'll tell everyone you got me pregnant."

Regardless, she didn't tell Dylan, but didn't know how long it would be until she found out about Ursula, and vice versa. Ursula texted Lexine numerous times daily, leaving lewd voicemails of herself masturbating in the staff washroom at school moaning Lex's name, and plenty of dirty messages detailing various intricate fantasies with lots of nude pictures attached. Her phone had vibrated at least five times while she was talking to Dylan; all from Ursula.

"So, we cool then?" asked Dylan, rolling about on Lexine's freshly-made bed. Lexine nodded, staring at the floor.

"Yeah, I guess. For now, anyways. This is some pretty heavy shit."

"Yup, sorry to bring it all down on ya so quick, but it's for the best, yo. We gotta help each other out. Besides, I love your lil' goth ass."

They held hands, something Lexine honestly considered 'mushy as fuck' in her own words, but she felt a new kinship with her born-again relative. She wasn't sure how things would turn out, or how she'd make it work; maybe she could move away with Dylan, and not have to worry about Ursula and her crazed fantasies after all. Dylan interrupted her thoughts.

"So, we goin' to this rave tonight?" she asked, jumping up from Lexine's bed as she proceeded to open her closet and rifle though Lex's outfits.

"Yeah. DJ Big Hoss is supposed to be playin'. He did some pretty dope industrial stuff lately."

Dylan picked out an especially erotic getup made mostly of revealing PVC bits, and tossed it on Lexine's lap.

"And we're gonna fuck in the middle of the mosh pit, right~?" she snickered, watching Lex's hands fly over her groin to stifle a boner.

"Hnnn...yeah...I guess..."

Dylan kissed her on the forehead.

"Aight, babe. We'd better get goin' then."

The two goths, now lovers, set out for a night on the town, one that would turn lewd soon enough. Not that it really bothered either of them - it was a way out for their respective problems. Lex just hoped she could make it work.
